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the great white road swinging over the Downs, and the

lane that brings you to the fairies in the lonely dingle.

Bach's fugues also, and the sad songs of much infantry

singing together.   And bridges, whether over water or

rail, especially if there is the sun dancing over all.   And

green fields after London, but more, London after the

wilderness.   Old books and their fragrance and their

endless columns.   And paintings by Murillo: horseback

at dawn:   railway journeys, long and book-full:   and

running, but not fast or far; for I am a poor athlete.

Sleep; and food after hunger; and drink after thirst,

especially brown Army  tea in the heat:   and trees,

especially the silver birch and the slim lady poplar: and

French peasants and their kind farewells:  and Eton's

fields under midsummer floods in boiling June, with the

Winchester match to follow.   Bells, especially in the less

dear places, for these bring a swifter memory; as you

may hear in the ward at Hazebrouck, and remember

many great towers and little belfries of home.   And

there are good things to be done in a boat with the right

man to help, and tie right part of the river to do them

in, and no crowds shouting, unless it be in the re-told tales

when the lamps are lit and the row is over.   And that

is a good moment when the dusty Company piles arms

in bivouac after a long day; but less good than " Stand

down" after a night of watching, when the larks fly

neutral over No Man's Land and the sun has made up

its mind.   And the ancient Greek tongue, because it is

the perfect tongue; and the Latin, because it has fought

and conquered the centuries.   And a high wind on the

Shropshire hills is good, and the smell of hay at evening.

And the theatre and full-hearted applause, such as men

and women give in England, but not in France, where

they do it for hire.   And best, surely, is the coming

home on leave of a soldier!

But most, far most of all, that which I most rarely
find; and what it is you will look in vain to guess, for
I cannot and will not tell.